CHAPTER XXXI

TWO COLONIAL GOVERNORS

c FRIEHDS who in thy spring-time knew thee.' These
words come into my memory from a song by Thomas
Moore, in which the poet wishes bright dreams to some
object of his sympathy, and utters the hope that among
the forms which those dreams conjure up may, above
all, be those of 6 Friends who in thy spring-time knew
thee.' I think of the words and all they suggest, be-
cause I am about to say something concerning two dis-
tinguished men, no longer living, whom I knew, and
who knew me in my spring-time. By a singular chance
these two men, both public servants of the Empire,
were brought more than once into a direct antagonism
of policy and responsibility in their business of Colonial
Government. I am speaking of the late Lord Eosmead,
and the late Sir John Pope Hennessy. Lord Rosmead
was known to the world, during by far the greater part
of his working lifetime, as Sir Hercules Robinson.
When I first came to know him he was only Captain
Robinson, then belonging to a regiment of Fusiliers.
He was a very young man at the time, and had just
obtained his first public appointment of any kind as the
head of a Commission, charged by the Conservative
Government of the day to inquire into the condition of
fairs and markets in Ireland. The Commission was
composed of a Chief Commissioner, an Assistant Com-
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